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Author's Notes: 
Blah blah Eluveitie don't belong to me, though who knows what I'd do if they did. 
Chrigel. That's what I'd do. 


They lie in silence, darkness enfolding them like a thick, oppressive blanket. The room is cold, but the bed 
they're in is pleasantly warm and soft, and, folded in their embrace as they are, it's perfect in this moment. 
No worries tarnish their peace; the next tour is a month away, and their next album's deadline lies another 
three in the future. 

Eyes half-lidded, Christian reaches out and slowly pets over the curve of Ivo's collarbone, letting his fingertips 
glide into the hollow beneath it, enjoying the feel of soft skin. He likes this, lying with the younger man, alone, 
without fear of being disturbed, and Ivo all his. Christian knows he's nothing if not a jealous lover. 

"Chris?" a small voice murmurs. Christian gazes down, eyes open now, and props himself on his elbow, fist fit 
into the dent of his cheek. Ivo is awake, breathing slow and deep, hair slightly ruffled and uneven. With a smile, 
he sits up and tackles the brunette down, jabbing his elbows into Christian's chest, and dips his head forward, 
kissing him gently on the cheek. Christian laughs warmly, a rough edge to his voice, and Ivo feels his stomach 
drop and his heart flutter. Strong hands cradle his shoulders, thumbs hooked under his shoulder blades, and 


Christian kisses him back, on the lips now, and his head swims, his senses electrified, everything abuzz with 
sensation and excitement. 

‘Ive been thinking.." Christian breathes, voice even deeper than usual, a husky edge to it, eyelids at half-mast 
again. Ivo nods. 

"After this tour, I'd like it if you would.. go out with me." 

Ivo laughs, thinks it's a joke. There is nothing but painful earnesty and convicted certainty in Christian's eyes 
(they're so green, he thinks, and wonders if Christian's anger is a part of this), and the set of his jaw is solid 
and honest. He's not joking at all. 

A small sound of surprise leaves the blonde, and he blinks slowly, staring at his lover, awaiting Christian's 
reaction. Nothing. He is stoic in his patience and perfectly silent, opal eyes narrowed, waiting, resting his cheek 
on his fist again. 

Ivo thinks. It would be nice to go out with Christian; he can't deny that. The chance to eat out together (he 
has to bite his lip to keep from laughing out loud at the obvious innuendo), to walk around, holding hands, to be 
able to kiss in public without fear of rebuke, sounds very appealing. He wants to say yes. 

"What about Lydia?" he murmurs. Christian shrugs. 

"Hadn't you heard?" he asks, and lvo's eyes widen. He shakes his head. 

"We divorced.. I've been single for the last year and a half." Christian admits, chagrinned. Ivo is surprised; he 
hadn't known. But now that Lydia is out of the picture, it doesn't feel quite as despicable anymore. He decides. 
"Yes, | would like to go out with you, then" He breathes into Christian's ear, earning a grin. 

"Well, then, shall we get started? The taxi's bound to be here anytime." Christian warns, and laughs at the 
horrified look on Ivo's face. 

"Taxi?!" Ivo exclaims, making the brunette dissolve into laughter. 


"Oh, Ivo." Christian chuckles, head tilted, and makes a face. "| knew you'd say yes." 


Lunch 


Author's Notes: 

Originally, the anon asked for porn, but | was afraid that it would turn into PWP. 
| am done with PWP. 

| write too much PWP as it is. 


They sit in silence, watching passersby, enjoying the feel of sunlight and a slight breeze at their backs. The 
scent of food and expensive wine perfumes the air, luxurious and rich. Somewhere, a radio softly plays 
Madrugada, mingling with the chatter of the city's upper class. 

Ivo loves it. 

He loves the food, he loves the atmosphere, the music (he'll have to ask Merlin to burn him some CDs later), 
and, especially, he loves the fact that he's not here alone. Christian lounges across from him, head tilted, 
holding up his glass elegantly, lazily. 

"Thank you for coming here with me," he smiles. Ivo flushes and nods. The brunette's smile widens, and 
Christian sets his glass down. He leans forward, fixes a stare on Ivo. 

"You don't have to do this, you know. I'm not making you accept my invitations, Ivo." 

Ivo shrugs. 

"| know," he replies, takes a bite of the best steak he's ever eaten, and sets his fork down. "| did want to, and | 
do. | want to see where this goes, Chris." 

Christian raises an eyebrow, lips curving toward another smile. "Thank you," he repeats. 

Ivo nods. He sips his wine (bubbly and sweet). 

"This could be more, you know. More than food and drink, and idle secrets shared," Christian finally offers. Ivo 
feels his heart stagger; surely the brunette isn't implying what he thinks he is? A small, coy smile plays at 
Christian's lips, mischievous and demanding. Ivo can't help but make a noise in the back of his throat. Christian 
laughs. 

The laugh is warm, slightly intoxicated and amused, it's Christian's laugh, and Ivo loves it. He smiles back. 
"Chris, | don't know if Im ready for this," he admits after a while. The older man smiles again, sets his cutlery 
down, and leans forward on his elbows. 

"Ivo, | won't force you to do anything. Nothing we do will be entirely my choice. | won't make you do anything 
against your will," he promises gently. Ivo nods, mesmerised. He's losing himself in eyes the colour of the sea, 
of rock cliffs, of forest glades. Blue-grey-green-brown 

blue Christian tilts his head, birdlike, and fits his fist into the dent of his cheek. Ivo's breath catches. 

grey The door clangs shut behind them, a waitress bustling by, carrying a tray. 

green Opal eyes widen curiously. 

brownshitfucktheyresodeep Christian kisses him, warm, incredibly tender, demanding and gentle, his hands 
cradling lvo's head and clawed in his hair. 

Ivo can feel fireworks. He tastes something warm and gritty, something sweet, the aftertaste of the wine and 
Christian's vodka. The kiss is sloppy, unclean, spur-of-the-moment, but it's beautiful. 

One of the best he's ever had. 


He tells Christian. 


And Christian kisses him again. 


